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NePAAN 


fs, I needed a holiday. For nine- 
rays since Hogmanay I had gone 

the waiting room at nine 
eck each morning. Each morn- 
—™ had seen a similar row of faces 
ed in last year’s Punches. Each 
ming I had seen a row of de- 
sed-looking people draped a- 
nd the wall. Easter approached. 
ere to go? That was the ques- 
. The previous summer one of 
‘family had gone to a Church of 
Iland centre, Lee Abbey, near 
‘ton on the Devon coast. It 
med to offer all facilities of re- 
nus stimulation along with the 
»ntials of a good holiday. I can’t 
I was keen on the religious 
nulation, but at the same time I 

prepared to put up with a cer- 
. amount provided the holiday 
was all right. I booked places 
the family and one April morn- 
we set off for Devon in the car. 
was tea-time when we arrived. 
kily they hadn’t finished. We 
at long tables. Apparently there 
-e no fixed places, but our family 
k together. 


someone tinked a glass, and a 
of about forty in a pair of 
rduroy slacks got to his feet. In a 
lar tone he gave out some 
iices. Afterwards everyone left 

room. We were led into the 
mge where a group of people 
we singing round the piano. 


holiday that changed a doctor’s 


life 


ow I Found A New Life 


and face an incurable disease 


By J. T. Bell Nicoll 


I found myself taking stock of my 
fellow internees. Time wore on and 
the group around the piano swung 
over to hymns. I was enjoying it 
until someone thrust a hymn-book 
into my hand and invited me to join 
them. I didn’t think I could very 
well refuse, or rather, an excuse 
didn’t spring to my mind 
enough. I joined the group and was 
slightly chagrined to find that no- 
body seemed to take any notice of 
me. After a while I forgot my self- 
consciousness and thoroughly en- 
joyed the hymns. I like a sing-song 
occasionally and the hymns brought 
back old memories with just that 
touch of melancholy without which 
no Scotsman is really happy. 


soon 


After supper there was an epi- 
logue. Apparently one holidayed all 
day and was religiously stimulated 
at night. There wasn’t any “button- 
holing” or anything of the “Are you 
saved, brother?” type of thing. 
There was just a. hymn, a ‘short 
prayer and an address of about 
twenty minutes. That was the gen- 
eral set-up of the establishment. I 
had come for a holiday. I got one. 

I was struck with one aspect of 
the place—its tremendously friend- 
ly atmosphere. I had often been for 
holidays to hotels where people sat 
in the lounge and buried themselves 
behind the daily papers, or families 
whispered in corners as though 


they were attending the funeral 
obsequies of a relative. Well, in this 
place there was none of that. 

Some first contacts 


One of the first people who spoke 
to me was an attractive elderly 
lady. I visualized her as an elderly 
spinster with lots of money and an 
unlimited capacity for playing 
bridge. I was wrong in both re- 
spects as she turned out to be as 
poor as the proverbial church 
mouse and the only grand slam she 
knew was when she dropped her 
hymn-book on the floor. And I 
thought I was rather a good judge 
of people! 

At first I thought it rather a nui- 
sance having to attend the Epi- 
logues. But there was no compul- 
sion whatever. 


Then I began to be interested and 
to wonder what the fellow was go- 
ing to talk about that night. Of 
course, it wasn’t all new to me by 
any manner of means. I had been 
brought up in a Christian home. I 
certainly went to Church more or 
less regularly, and I prided myself 
on my generosity, which was exem- 
plified by putting half a crown in 
the offertory on Sunday. I knew I 
was kind. I treated patients like 
human beings. 

No, I wasn’t an agnostic or any- 
thing like that. I believed in the 
fundamental facts of the Christian 
faith. 

One night the Chaplain spoke 
about prayer. He said that personal- 
ly he subdivided prayer into several 
divisions which he designated by 
the letters P.S.A.L.M. P. standing 
for Praise; S. for Surrender; A. for 
Asking; L. for Listening and M. for 

(Continued on page 8) 
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News and Notes 


Red Deer, Alberta, Canada, Dedicates New Church 


June 12th was sunny and warm as various friends of the congregation— trict pastors, and Junior and | 
Trinity United Lutheran, Red Deer, Dx. Jersild; His Worship, Mayor H.W. choirs, moved slowly into the chur 
Alberta, Canada, celebrated a joyous Halladay of Red Deer; Pastor and Mrs. during the singing of “The Chure! 
day of dedication festivities. Long Albert Rasmussen who served the con- One Foundation.” q 
hours had been spent by many a friend gregation for one summer at its very The Scripture selections for chur 
and member to prepare for this long beginning; and from the President of dedication were read by Pastors A 
awaited day. Leveling of the grounds the Red Deer Ministerial Association. chie Morck, Ole Larsen, Albert Re 
was completed, the church cleaned to Greetings were brought at the dedi- mussen and Reynold Tange. 
perfection, everything in its place—all cation service by Mr. C. L. Little, Following the reading of Scriptu 
in readiness for dedicating our new President of the Congregation; Pastor Dr. Jersild = dedicated! {haul ie 
ernie tog tihe honor, aad glory of cour ee ae mi ae ng oe chancel furnishings which had be 

‘ OL 2 DET UT) see Ee un gee Or tie made by Mr. Fred Scheurer, assist 


The day of festivities began with the Pongre rations and Pastor Kirkegaard, by Mr. Ken Juuti. And then the lo 
District President. 


morning worship service with Pastor awaited moment arrived—“Blest al 
L. A. Kirkegaard, West Canada Dist- The 3:30 dedication service was pre- dedicated be this Evangelical Luthe 
rict President, preaching the sermon. ceded by beautiful organ music played an Church of Red Deer, Alberta, 


We were happy to have Dr. H. C. by Mr. Helmet Schaetzle. Then Dr. the glory and honor of Almighty Ge 
Jersild present for the memorableday. _Jersild, standing at the door of the and to the service of His Holy Church 
It was truly good to have him in our church, opened the service with the The Junior choir under the dire 
midst. Trinitarian Invocation. Psalm 24 was tion of Mrs. Louis Goberg and t 

A dedication booklet which hadbeen read responsively. Dr. Jersild and Pas- Senior choir, directed by Mr. Herm 
prepared, contained greetings from tor G. J. Nygaard, followed by the Dis- (Continued on page 6) | 
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torials and Comments 


WORLD COUNCIL OF CHURCHES 
ISSUES PRAYER CALL 


July 18th, the date of this paper, the “Big Four” 
pegin their meeting at Geneva. It is believed that 
#neeting will be very important for the future of the 
onships between the countries of the world. There- 
the presidents of the World Council of Churches 
| us this statement and asked us to pray for the 
s of the meeting at Geneva. Here is the appeal: 
Withe Appeal issued from Evanston, the Second As- 
: lly of the World Council of Churches said: 


‘We appeal to the governments and the peoples to 
itinue to speak to one another, to avoid rancour 
H malice, and to look for ways by which fear and 
ipicion may be removed.” 


» give thanks to God that today the heads of the 
‘nments of France, the United Kingdom, the United 
.s of America and the Union of Soviet Socialist Re- 
ves are meeting together, for the first time in ten 
:, to speak to one another. 


ke eyes and hopes of all the world will be turned 
these conversations. We appeal for the prayers of 
[hristians that ways may be found “by which fear 
Suspicion may be removed.” 

» are persuaded that a world-wide act of interces- 
in all our fellowship is required, and that this bond 
rayer should be more evident than in this grave but 
1 moment. 

it us pray: 

the four men upon whom so solemn a responsi- 
+ rests at this time. 

the people they represent. 

rr all other peoples who look to them in anxiety yet 
Pepe. 

rr the peace of the world. 

“Blessed are the peace-makers.” 


NO ROAD BLOCK 


is well known that some writers and speakers have 
that the present four-way merger negotiations are 
nad block” toward total Lutheran Unity. The editor 
me Lutheran Companion, the official paper of the 
stana Lutheran Church, Dr. E. E. Ryden, reports 
Iactions of his convention at St. Paul, Minn., in the 
- July 6th. Dr. Ryden led the discussion himself 
the writes: 


“The writer of this article, who led the discussion, 
las frank to declare that he had strongly favored 
gustana’s participation in the American Lutheran 
conference merger, although he did not now advocate 
is course of action. He stated it as his conviction 
.at Augustana, had it participated wholeheartedly 

the Conference negotiations from the beginning, 
puld have 1) exerted a powerful influence in shap- 
1¢ the character of the new Church which will 
Perce: 2) helped to determine the ecumenical di- 
ction of that Church, and 3) served the cause of 


ultimate Lutheran unity by going into that merger as 
the “friend of the United Lutheran Church and other 
Lutheran bodies and to help to open doors.” He re- 
jected the idea that the Conference merger or any 
Lutheran union would constitute a “road block” to 
ultimate total unity and pointed out that the whole 
history of Lutheran unity in America revealed clearly 
that lesser unions invariably have led to larger ones.” 


We think that Dr. Ryden made a fine statement when 
he rejected the idea that the Conference merger or any 
Lutheran union would constitute a “road block” to ulti- 
mate total unity. 


This is a kind spirit. It would not behoove us in the 
four-way merger to say that a possible merger between 
U.L.C.A. and Augustana would be a road block toward 
total Lutheran unity. If these two church bodies should 
find that their common views and interest at present 
are so that they can merge, let us all say God bless you! 
Let us all believe well of one another. Let us all put the 
best construction on what our fellow church bodies may 


do. 
THE STRUGGLE 


Last Sunday we used as our text the story of Noah 
and the great Flood. We have always been interested in 
this story. It is a story of a great call, a strong tempta- 
tion, a great doubt, a great faith. 


You may start anywhere on these four points and you 
get intensely interested. The call to build the ark was 
certainly a strange one. Why could Noah not preach 
and convert the people to God’s ways? Why should he 
and his family alone escape? And had any one ever 
heard of a flood that would take all the world? 


When people asked Noah about the great ark that 
gradually took shape, they certainly would shrug their 
shoulders: Poor man, there is something wrong with 
him. He spends his money and energy in building such 
a foolish thing. The poor man has got the idea that a 
flood will wipe out the world. He is otherwise a very 
good man, but on this point he is certainly off. Too bad 
for his family. Shem, Ham, and Jafeth are fine boys, 
but they follow their father. 


This threw Noah into both temptation and doubt. Am 
I right and all the others wrong? Life went on as usual. 
His ark became the object of talk, and often people, 
when they got used to seeing the ark, would say: “Well, 
poor Noah, he does not know better. And they let it go.” 


Finally the ark was built and Noah and his family 
went into the ark. By some inner compulsion God told 
Noah to do so. But no doubt he looked up toward the 
clouds or he got the report from the river whether the 
water was rising or not. Here was the great test. 


Suppose the flood did not come, then he would be the 
object of ridicule of his friends and his family. Suppose 
he was wrong? He could never live it down. 


This was the great struggle of Noah. It is often the 
struggle of the believer. He may be assailed by doubt 
and temptation. But he must do as God commands him. 
and he will evperience that he can at all times rely on 


the Word of God. 
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THE STRUGGLING SOUL 


Poems by Adelyn Kirkwood 


DESPAIR 


If there comes a time when your spirits sink so low 

To God’s altar of grace you feel you have no right to go. 
Your hand reaches out to touch God’s Finger tips, 

But your hand of faith has lost it’s grip. 

Sinking deeper and deeper into despair. 

Lost all your fight and the very will to care. 

Your thoughts are so black. Your thinking so confused. 
Feeling very much alone, helpless and abused. 


Going through short periods when you think you are all 
right. 

You have buried all your problems and the future looks 
so bright, 

But lo and behold the doubts and darkness again creep 
in. 

You know you must be doomed and your soul is black 
as sin. 

The more you try to think your problems out 

The more confused you get. 

Alone, downhearted, cloaked in self pity you just sit. 


Then as if by a miracle a glimmer of hope you feel 

If your finger tips can’t reach God’s hand 

Surely there is someone who can. 

Someone who has had training and can guide you into 
the beauty of today. 

Where in God’s Grace you will feel you have the right 
to stay. 

You meet your problems, face and examine them 

Confess where you are wrong. With help you will be 
strong. 

You are willing and able to forgive when you under- 
stand. 

You feel you have the right not just to touch His Finger 
tips, but rest in the Palm of His Hand. 


PROCRASTINATION 
’Tis said procrastination is the thief of time. 
Well something, that’s for sure, always steals mine. 
Pll wait until tomorrow is my daily cry. 
Yes, of course I'll do it, not now, but by and by. 
There is a dear friend that I should write today. 
But tomorrow I'll know better what to say. 
Tomorrow follows tomorrow until at last 


I’m too embarrassed to write and my friend becomes 
part of the past. 


Then there’s Sister’s party dress that I simply must start, 

But from a long habit of procrastinating it is hard to 
depart. 

So the Little Darling likely as not 

Will have to wear the dress with the stitches still hot. 

Although this last minute rushing must be more exciting 
or fun, 


Because it is the thing most generally done. 
Perhaps it adds to the excitement of the day. 

But what ever the reason I’m sure the habit is he 
stay. 


My spring house cleaning is always done in the fall 
But some things left until manana can’t be done at), 
Kind deeds or encouraging words left unsaid. 

Are always much regretted when a friend is dead. 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful and wouldn’t we be good. 
If we always did things at the time we know we shaq) 
Never again shall I be the victim of procrastination) 
Tomorrow I shall resolve this without any hesitation] 


LIFE AND DEATH 


Wanting to die and yet afraid to, and also afraid to 

To overcome this fear of life and death, what ans} 
would you give? 

Is there reason enough for wanting to live for the pl} 
ures of life alone? 

Can we a selfish, self-centered life condone? 

Living with the thought in mind that we just mortals 

And that the grave is definitely the end of you and } 

If this be so, then why are we afraid of life and deat 

Surely more than mere mortals we must be 

To have even considered eternity. : 

What is the answer you give, your life here on earth : 
face \ 

Don’t you think you’re accountable to the whole hur 

race? 

And more important still to your Creator and God 
high? 

That as surely as life and death itself you must n 
Him by and by. 

Could you, to Him, your flimsy excuses give? 

When He has given all you need a wonderful and us: 
life to live. 

When your will to die is greater than your will to 
then shall you succumb. 

Then may you hear Our Father say “Bless you, 
child, well done.” 


! 
| 
| 
i 
| 


FORGIVING OTHERS 
Is to forgive to forget? 
No, it’s to forgive and still remember, 
But to hold no enmity toward the offender. 
To those who have greatly wronged us and we feel { 
should ask us to forgive, 
We must remember we each have our own lives to_ 
The wrong they have done us is between God and tl 
But the hate we feel we must answer to Him. 


How much more we could accomplish if the energ 
hate were turned to love, 


(Concluded on page 14) 
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URCH NEWS FROM HERE AND THERE 


Missionary Who Met Rhino 
eets (and Shoots) Mad Bull 


York—Gerald P. Goldenne, a 
P man from Wauwatosa, Wisc., 
Hs in charge of Lutheran schools in 
sambara Area of Tanganyika in 
4Africa, seems to have “ a special 
tion for bad animals,” according 
report received by the National 
eran Council’s Commission on 
seer Churches and Orphaned Mis- 
here. 
we last fall Mr. Goldenne and his 
mrolet carry-all encoutered a rhino 
| results that were disastrous for 
Whevrolet, but nobody else. Now 
Ls encountered a mad bull, with re- 
‘that were disastrous, or, to be 
rse—tatal, to the bull. 
He report received here from Mr. 
mond Bolstad, who is in change of 
iJuga Mission Press, said Mr. Gol- 
pe, the Rev. Heinrich Waltenberg 
swo Africans were travelling a nar- 
‘road in the Usambara Mountains 
little Volkswagon when suddenly 
encountered a mad bull. ; 
"hen the Reverend stuck his head 
lof the window to survey the situa- 
the bull became angry and pre- 
1 an attack,” the report went on. 
group of Africans near by tried 
ase the animal away, but very 
they, themselves, were chased in- 
small hut near the road. Then an 
ran with a musket loading gun 
= by and crawled up on a high 
to shoot the bull. 
:as, his aim was bad. He only anger- 
Ihe animal, who left off pursuing 
PAfricans and returned to the car. 
malf-a-year ago, when Goldenne 
e acquaintance with the rhino in 
it the same area, he had only a 
ll rifle, and therefore just waited 
the worst to happen, while the 
al stove in the radiator and re- 
ed the rest of the car to a shambles. 
t this time, according to Mr. Bol- 
"s report, there was a shot gun in 
car, and Gerry grabbed it from 
jhands of the African who carried it. 
shot and the animal dropped dead. 
uucky it was,” Mr. Bolstad added, 
he had only/a single shot. But so 
=d another thrilling escapade in the 
of our junior missionary.” 


--Armed Man 

ids Church 

ouisville, Ky.—Sam Gafford has 
ta church. 

hat wouldn’t be too unusual, ex- 
t that Mr. Gafford paid for and 
t it by himself. 


And Mr. Gafford isn’t a preacher. 
And he doesn’t have a congregation. 
And he has only one arm. 


In 1951, Mr. Gafford and his wife 


brought a place in suburban Okolona. 


They held a few services with their 
friends under a tree in the yard the 
first few summers, then Mr. Gafford 
went to work putting up a building. 


Mr. Gatford, who lost an arm in an 
automobile accident 15 years ago, did 
all the work himself except laying 
the concrete blocks and setting the I 
beams. He even built the benches. The 
only outside help he got was the dona- 
tion of nine gallons of paint, $8.00 and 
eight hours of work. 


For more than two years he put in 
about five hours almost every day on 
the church, besides working six and 
sometimes seven days a week as a 


maintenance man at Waverly Hills 
Sanatorium. 


It was slow work for one man, espe- 
cially a man with one arm. But he 
mastered special techniques for every 
job. 

Mr. Gafford had to mortgage his 
home to pay for materials, and the 
church was truly a pay-as-you-go 
proposition. He now has about $8,000 
invested in the plain but neat little 
building, and except for the mortgage 
on his house it is all paid for. 


Mrs. Gafford raised funds by making 
dresses, babysitting and doing any 
other kind of job that would bring in 
a little money. 


From the beginning, Mr. and Mrs. 
Gafford operated on the theory that 
they were not alone in building the 
church—the Lord was with them. Mrs. 
Gafford, for instance, saw some cur- 
tain material in a store one day long 
before the church idea came to them. 
She bought it, not exactly sure why, 
and it turned out to be just the thing 
for the altar platform. 


Mr. Gafford says the church will be 
“oure Pentecostal.” He calls it the 
Pentecostal Powerhouse. The couple 
will hold services at 7:45 on Sunday 
and Wednesday evenings, and if they 
get a congregation they will call a 
preacher. 


But there won’t be any collections 
taken except for special purposes, like 
helping somebody who is in trouble. 
There will be a box on the wall in back 
of the church to collect “whatever the 
Lord puts on people’s hearts to give.” 


5 


All the money will go to the people, 
the Gaffords insist. “We’ll get our re- 
ward after a while,” they say. 


Theologian Finds ‘Average 

Preaching’ Failing to Help People 
New York—Dr. Paul J. Tillich of 

Union Theological Seminary, said here 

that “average preaching” is failing to 

help miilions of people who hunger for 

a meaning in life. 


The noted theologian said that in an 
age when millions suffer from anxiety 
and despair the Church must “give 
people tne sense that Christian faith is 
a healing reality, not just a set of doc- 
trines, rituals and moral laws.” 


Dr. Tillich spoke at a meeting of the 
General Board of the National Council 
of Churches. 


“Fringe movements of the Church, 
seciarian and evangelistic movements 
of a most primitive and unsound char- 
acter, have had a great success,’ he 
said. “Anxiety and despair about ex- 
istence itself induces millions of peo- 
le to look out for any kind of healing 
that promises success. 


“The Church cannot take this way, 
but it must understand that the aver- 
age kind of preaching is unable to 
reach the people of our time.” 


Dr. Tillich also said that the Church 
must deal with “the spirit of today’s 
industrial society which is responsible 
for much of what must be healed by 
the Christian message.” 


It is not the Church’s task to map 
out new social structures or reforms, 
he said, but the Church must reveal 
and stand in judgment of forces that 
make for social change. 


In this process, Dr. Tillich said, the 
Church listens to “prophetic voices in 
our culture—most of them not active 
members of the manifest Church... 
but of a kind of latent Church that 
sometimes comes out into the open.” 

“Wihen it does,” he said, “the mani- 
fest Church should recognize in its 
voice the spirit of its own spirit and 
accept them even if they are most hos- 
tile to the Church. 


“But the Church must stand as 
guardian against demonic distortions 
into which they must fall...This was 
the fate of the Communist movement. 
The Church was not sufficiently aware 
of its own functions as guardian when 
this movement was still undecided 
about its way. The Church did not see 
the prophetic voice in it and, therefore, 
could not see its demonic possibilities.” 


I. WANING HYSTERIA 

The spirit of fear and suspicion 
which pervaded Washington at the 
height of Senator McCarthy’s influence 
has shown encouraging signs of de- 
erease in the last few months. In a 
number of recent instances, some of 
which are major landmarks and others 
are “straws in the wind,” the rights of 
the individual have been defended. 
Here are some of them: 


a. Lattimore and Youngdahl. TheU.S. 
Court of Appeals for the District of 
Columbia upheld the action of Judge 
Luther W. Youngdahl in dismissing a 
two-count indictment against Owen 
Lattimore on charges of perjury. The 
Justice Department charged that the 
John Hopkins University professor lied 
in claiming that he had never followed 
the communist line or promoted com- 
munist causes. Youngdahl ruled that 
these charges were two vague and in- 
fringed on freedom of thought. Two 
weeks after the Appeals Court decision 
upholding Youngdahl, the Justice De- 
partment announced that it would drop 
the charges rather than appealing the 
decision to the Supreme Court. Five 
remaining counts of an earlier seven- 
count indictment will also be dropped, 
because the two main counts of that 
indictment were dismissed by Young- 
dahl, with his action upheld by the Ap- 
peals Court. The dropping of the 
charges represents a personal victory 
for Judge Youngdahl, who has received 
abusive criticism for his sturdy stand 
in defense of fair legal procedures for 
those accused of communist sympathies. 


lb. Passport decision. Another key de- 
cision by the US. Court of Appeals 


NEWS AND NOTES 

(Continued from page 2) 

Schaetzle, sang fitting anthems which 
rendered so much to the impressive 
service. 

The dedication sermon was preach- 
ed by Dr. Jersild. Following the mov- 
ing sermon, the remaining liturgy was 
conducted by the local pastor, Ger- 
hard Nygaard. A substantial offering 
for the building fund was received. 

We were happy to receive into -mem- 
bership on this historic day, Mr. and 
Mrs. Herbert Buss and son, Gary; and 
Mr. and Mrs. Robert Buss and chil- 
dren, Barbara and Brian. An infant, 
Rebecca Aebig, was received through 
Holy Baptism at the morning service. 

During the singing of the recession- 
al hymn, “Now Thank We All Our 
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WASHINGTON MEMORANDIUM 
By Robert E. Van Deusen 


has upset the airtight control which the 
State Department has maintained over 
the issuance of passports. The Court 
ruled that the Secretary of State must 
show legal reason for refusal to issue 
a passport, that denial of a passport 
must be preceded by a public hearing, 
and that the decision may be appealed 
to the courts. Under the iron rule of 
Ruth Shipley and her _ successor, 
Frances Knight, the Passport Office 
could turn down a passport application 
without giving any reason for its de- 
cision. This power, at first intended to 
screen out subversives, was used to 
prevent the travel abroad of any in- 
dividual whose ideas or influence made 
his proposed journey “not in the public 
interest.” Since the Passport Office 
was the final judge of the public in- 
terest, this gave rise to the arbitrary 
use of authority. The Alppeals Court 
pointed out that a passport is necessary 
for travel, and that freedom of move- 
ment is a basic right of which an A- 
merican citizen should not be deprived 
without due process of law. 


c.Loyalty-security study. The Senate 
passed a bill authorizing the creation of 
a 12-member bipartisan commission to 
study and recommend reforms in the 
controversial loyalty-security program. 
The commission would investigate al- 
leged abuses, evaluate the aims of the 
program, and study the effectiveness 
with which these aims are being a- 
chieved. It would recommend ways in 
which the threat of subversion could be 
dealt with adequately without infring- 
ing on traditional American liberties 
of speech and thought. One of its aims 
would be to take the loyalty-security 


God,” the congregation proceeded to 
the new parsonage. Dr. Jersild then 
carried out a brief dedicatory service 
for the congregations new parsonage, 
after which all were invited to inspect 
the new house. 


We were happy to have visitors from 
neighboring congregations attend our 
festive service. The ladies of the 
church served a delicious supper to 
all who could remain. Approximately 
400 attended the service, many listen- 
ing to the service through a_ public- 
address system installed in the base- 
ment. 


The church was filled to capacity at 
the evening concert given by the con- 
gregation’s 24-voice choir. It was a 
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program out of politics. The bill | 
now to the House, where the Judie. 
Committee has already approved 
similar proposal. 


d. Subversive list. The Senate Int 
al Security Subcommittee unged ~ 
the Attorney General’s list of sub 
sive organizations should not be mis 
plied, but should be used with “pre 
perspective.” They suggested that 
Attorney General get out a handh 
giving fuller information about ~ 
organizations listed, so that mem 
ship in them can be evaluated inte 
gently. They also recommended 4 
people turned down for governm 
jobs on the basis of unevaluated — 
regatory information be given an” 
portunity for a hearing. - 


2. SCHOOL INTEGRATION 

The long-awaited decision of 
Supreme Court on racial integrat 
in the public schools was handed de 
on May 31. Like the 1954 decision 
claring segregation unconstitutional] 
was unanimous. Unlike the earlier 
cision, it took into account the et 
plications involved in shifting fror 
segregated to a non-segregated sys 
and made provisions for a grad 
transition. . 


Neither extreme was satisfied ¥ 
the decision. Proponents of immedi 
integration criticized the lack of sh 
directives and of a deadline for et 
pliance by school districts. Last-di 
opponents of non-segregation resen 
the fact that integration, althougt 
may be gradual, is still mandatory ; 
that the courts will have jurisdict 
until the process is completed. 


\ 


big undertaking for the young ct 
but the concert proved to be a gr 
success. It was a thrill for the cl 
to wear for the first time the ro 
donated by the Atonement Luthe 
Church, Chicago. The choir, under 
direction of Herman Schaetzle, ° 
accompanied by Miss Jean Grimsor 
the new Spinet Hammond Organ. 
offering for the organ fund was 
ceived. 


Several memorials were given to 
church, the altar brassware by Mr. 
Mrs. Paul Rutz in memory of mot 
Mrs. Hermina Rutz; hymnboard gi 
by Mr. and Mrs. H. Schaetzle in m 
ory of their daughter; and a pictur 
Christ blessing the little children, 


(Continued on page 15) 
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e women of the U.E.L.C. meet every year in annual 
Jention together with the synodical convention. 
iy women had come to Lynwood, Cal. this year. We 
| no exact figures. There were some 325 guests 
tered. Of the voting delegation to the synodical con- 
ae there were some 60 men and some 90 women. 
lhe women’s meeting was much greater than that of 
rotherhood. 

ne W.MLS. has three main sessions. The business 
iting, the Friday evening mission session, and the 
i ae evening banquet. We have the following report 
Secretary Ruth E. Johnson. 


| 
THE BUSINESS SESSION 


ne meeting began with the hymn “From Greenuland’s 

ountains.” Mrs. Virgil Witte of Lynwood gave the 
stions and Mrs. Allen Floyd the greetings from Lyn- 

oh. 

ne Secretary’s and Treasurer’s reports were adopted. 

ce are five new societies that have been added in this 

year, namely: Brooklyn, New York; Atlantic, Iowa; 

aha, Nebraska; Sioux City, Iowa and one junior 

up from Sioux City, Iowa. 

behalf of Dana College and Trinity Seminary Dr. 

on thanked the W.MLS. for the many gifts that have 

in presented to them. 

bov. N. B. Hansen likewise expressed gratitude in the 
ue of the Foreign Missions for gifts that have come 

1 the organization. 

Hhe project at Harvey Park, Colorado was presented 
the women were moved to help this by an offering 

sived at the close of the meeting. 

lection results were as follows: 

rice President: Mrs. John Nielsen, Albert Lea, Minn.; 

Fasurer: Mrs. C. C. Madsen, Blair, Nebraska; Audi- 
»: Miss Lily Andersen Omaha, Nebraska; Mrs. James 

asen, Blair, Nebraska. 

Ihe proposed budget for 1955-56 was adopted. 


RMPIIRVERSSIONY oe le at tne viele ot es nes $1,000.00 
BME CHMPIVIIGSIONI ee co ledin sieeve * 2 so s'd ese 2 to's 1,000.00 
south American’ Mission ...........s0s000: 2,500.00 
Sit, SESE GT reds cereal a a 1,000.00 

ERTMNIVITSSIOTI sy Site La ce dis no's sn 6 Qe Pols oe 200.00 
Scions Und: feces ee ees Corer ok ee ees 200.00 
EIRMIVIZSGIOTISOEC es eis ccc «+ be Gud aeule sates 600.00 
MEDAMPICGHUTOOUION feces cds secs cee tee 1,000.00 
$7,500.00 


THE MISSION SESSION 

Ihe Women’s Missionary Society Mission service was 
i Friday, June 24, at 8:00 o’clock in the St. Paul’s 
theran Church. Mrs. T. C. Hansen, W.M.S. President, 
sided. 

Irs. Alfred Thomsen, retired missionary from Africa 
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Women’s Missionary Society in Annual \Meeting 


By Ruth E. Johnson 


led in Scripture and prayer, using these following Bible 
passages: Matt. 28: 19-20 and Mark 10:28. 


Mrs. Donald Creagh and Mrs. Homer Clinton sang a 
duet, “I Know that My Redeemer Liveth.” The Choir 
sang “Thou Art the Way” and “The Lord Bless You and 
Keep You.” 


Pastor Arnfeld Morck of Colombia spoke on the con- 
ditions in South America. The reformation of the six- 
teenth century is definitely needed in South America. 
There is only one priest to every 10,000 Roman Catho- 
lics in South America. This is very inadequate. Ninety 
percent of the people are of the Roman Church. It is 
our duty as a Protestant church to witness for Jesus 
Christ and show them the freedom in the Gospel. 


From 1948 to 1953, forty-three Protestant chapels were 
destroyed. Many Christians have given their lives for 
their faith. The word of God is powerful and the work 
is going forward in spite of persecutions. In Bogota the 
church attendance jumped from 100 to 200 in one year. 
One of the confirmation class had been one of the men 
who had blown up that very chapel. 


The University group is small, but two of the men 
have dedicated themselves to become pastors. Even if 
the missionaries are excluded in South America, the 
work will go forward because the people themselves 
will carry on. 


Let us use the two hymns, “Built on the Rock the 
Church Doth Stand,’ and “A Mighty Fortress is Our 
God”, as our theme songs and go forward in Christ. 

An offering was received for the missions and totalled 
$249.09. 


W. M. S. Banquet 


St. Paul’s Fellowship Hall was the scene of the ladies 
banquet Saturday evening, June 25. Mrs. Samuel Han- 
sen, Lynwood, was the clever toastmistress. Mrs. Allan 
Hansen gave the invocation. “Csardas” was the name of 
the lovely violin solo played by Mrs. Jack Henson and 
accompanied by Mrs. Jesse Kelly. 


Pastor E. Engskow from the Sudan Mission gave us a 
very good picture of the mission work among our black 
brethren. He told us that World War II brought unity 
to Africa. There is a living Christian Church there. A 
new era and a new hope has come to that dark conti- 
nent. There are approximately 28,000,000 Christians in 
Africa. We must fight onward whether the work is easy 
or hard. As we know Christ has been given all power 
and we as Christians must fight on to spread the gospel 
throughout the world. 


Mrs. John Self then sang “The Stranger of Galilee.” 
Mrs. T. C. Hansen was called upon to install the new 
officers and give her closing remarks. 


HOW I FOUND A NEW LIFE 
(Continued from page 1) 
Meditation. Apparently the whole 
operation took upwards of an hour 
to do and the early morning was the 
time to do it. I decided that such a 

procedure was not for me. 


I was made to think 

I went to bed that night turning 
the matter over in my mind and the 
leters P.S.A.L.M. kept recurring. I 
couldn’t sleep that night. I tossed 
this way and that. I counted sheep. 
There was only the very deep 
silence of the countryside. Mentally, 
I made a survey of what it would 
cost if I were to become a Christian 
in the clinical meaning of the word. 
It was going to cost a great deal—a 
very great deal. The hours sped 
away and slowly the dawn of an 
April morning lit up the room. I am 
naturally sceptical about people 
who say they haven’t slept a wink. 
Looking back, I am sceptical of my- 
self that night, but at least it seem- 
ed like that to me. I decided to get 
up when the room was really filled 
with daylight and go down to the 
chapel and carry out the suggestion 
of P.S.A.L.M. 

There was no one in the chapel at 
that hour of the morning so I knelt 
down and prayed. I started with P. 
for Praise. I found I could thank 
God with complete sincerity for all 
He had done for me. Mentally I 
passed on to S. S. stood for Sur- 
render. I was no fool. I knew what 
surrender meant all right. I had 
counted the cost and added up the 
total during the night, and the total 
came to a mighty lot and I had 
come to an impasse on my very 
first attempt. Either I must stop 
praying and not pray any more, or 
surrender. I was driven in a corner. 
I wasn’t such an ass as to think that I 
would become a sort of saintly in- 
dividual by merely choosing God to 
run my life instead of myself, I 
rather looked on conversion as a 
sort of bend in a person’s life, an 
all-out drive in the direction of 
God, an absolute willingness to let 
God take complete charge of me. It 
meant keeping nothing back—time, 
money, relationships—all these and 
a lot more, everything in fact. 
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The leap of faith 

I hesitated a long time. I wasn’t 
for any emotional resolution even at 
half-past six in the morning. Have 
you ever taken a dive off the high- 
est step of a diving board? It is 
your first time. You stand there 
hesitating. The water seems very 
far away and the steps bringing one 
back to normality seem so very se- 
cure. And then one says to oneself, 
“Nil desperandum,” and one jumps 
into space. Well, it was just like 
that. Just like diving off the high 
step into the deep end of the baths. 
I said to myself, or rather to God, 
“Oh Lord, I surrender, and if there 
is anything which I have not sur- 
rendered, please show it to me.” 
That was all. Nothing dramatic. 
Nothing spectacular and yet like all 
the really great victories and really 
great defeats it was fought in abso- 
lute silence. 

Shortly after that, a Clergyman 
came into the Chapel and started 
moving about preparing for Holy 
Communion. Somehow I didn’t feel 
like staying. My head was too much 
in a whirl. And so I found myself 
outside on the path leading to the 
sea at seven o’clock on an April 
morning with the birds all singing 
and the rabbits scuttling to their 
holes as I approached. At this point 


I must digress... 

Back to the First World War 

’ It is 1918. The last year of the 
war. I was then eighteen. I don’t 
propose to go into particulars, but I 
underwent an experience during 
which I was tremendously afraid. 
For many months I was in a hospit- 
al and I was ultimately discharged 
as cured, but only outwardly. 

I had an unreasoning unnatural 
panic when I was farther away 
from other folk than about four 
hundred yards. Yes, I know it 
sounds mad. It was mad. Whenever 
I tried it, the same thing invariably 
happened. My palms would im- 
mediately get clammy, my. heart be- 
gin thumping, and in the end I 
would start running. I always made 
for the nearest human being, pre- 
ferably an adult, but a child or 
even an imbecile was not to be de- 
spised. I was suffering from a thing 
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called agarophobia. 

Naturally I worried about 
Who wouldn’t? All the psychi 
gists whom I consulted said 
or less the same thing. “Re 
Don’t be so taut. Uncover the ca 
and when you have uncovered t! 
you ought to be better.” 

I knew the cause all right b 
was no better. For twenty-n 
years I had this curse dogging 
footsteps. 

Of course I was ashamed of s 
a thing. It was something 
couldn’t explain to people, and, 
one did, ninety-nine people out 
a hundred would put it down to | 
cipient insanity. I don’t think a 
one knew except my wife. 


The Ghost held on : 

And so I found myself on my w 
to the sea at seven o’clock on 
April morning. I must have go 
some way before I realized what 
was doing. I nearly turned ba 
but I said to myself—or was it t 
voice of God speaking to me in 1 
own mind—“Go on.” I went on. 
wasn’t very far to the edge of t 
cliff, just a before-breakfast stro 
but all the same it was further th 
my agarophobia would take me 
had got about half-way there wh 
my ghost laid his clammy fing 
on me. My heart felt as though 
thudding would burst through 1 
chest; my breathing became a raj 
series of gasps; my mouth becai 
dry. Sheer panic. I stopped in 3 
tracks. Out of the depths of 3 
soul I prayed, “God take this thi 
away from me.” I can best deser'’ 
what happened next by saying 
was as though I had taken off 
heavy overcoat on a summer’s d 
In a few moments my heart stopy 
thumping—my breathing beca 
natural—my mouth became mo 
I was a free man. I knew in an 
stant that the spectre had vanish 
I remember singing at the top 
my voice as I went down to the s 

Next morning before anyone \ 
up I went away to the loneli 
place I could find to see if it 4 
true. The panic did not come ba 
it has never come back. Psychok 
cal laws? Maybe. But who ma 
the psychological laws work? J 
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vent to thank God for answering 
rayer on that April morning— 
to leave it at that. I was asked 
Hell my tale at the Epilogue in 
lounge. God works in a mysteri- 
way. Some two years later I 
invited to tell my story once 
as part of a broadcast service 
. Lee Abbey. Since then I have 
patedly spoken over the wire- 
though naturally, as my speech 
since been affected by the 
jase which I later developed, 


0 I went home with my centre 
meravity changed. I resumed my 
mal life. Yet there was a differ- 
fe, and the difference was in me. 
iously I had been a confirmed 
"rier, not over my patients, but 
my personal security. My 
e was a little piqued if my 
thly totals of work and of in- 
e were not as good as last year. 
mought the world was coming to 
pend if my income dropped slight- 
Now, it was very different. 
mou shalt not want” was as true 

me now as it was thousands of 
ars ago for others. I didn’t need to 
(ry any more and because I 
-n’t worry, I was a happier man. 


mew foe to face 
But slowly, insidiously, I began to 
elope symptoms that seemingly 
no relation to each other. I be- 
to be-unsteady on my feet. I 
’t know when I first noticed this 
-steadiness. It came on so gradual- 
that I could not name a month 
nen I noticed it first. Then I found 
was always a little hoarse and my 
ords were pronounced indistinct- 
Sometimes they were like the 
srds of a man who had drunk not 
sely but too well. Things came to 
head towards the end of October. 
*yhoned a doctor and asked him 
see me professionally. He thump- 
_me and pinched me and pummel- 
j me to such an extent that I was 
nvinced it was the most compre- 
sive examination that a man 
uld have. He said he would like 
e opinion of a colleague. In due 
urse an appointment with the 
lleague was fixed. I was again 
1mmelled and prodded and pinch- 
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ed and was ultimately told to get 
my things on while the two other 
doctors retired to another room to 
discuss my case. They thought 
there was a possibility that I might 
have a tumour on the brain. It was 
arranged that I should go into hos- 
pital to have various tests, including 
an injection of air into my spine so 
that the air would rise to the ven- 
tricles, or cavities, in my brain, 
and an X-ray could be taken which 
would show the presence or ab- 
sence of a tumour. 

The day before I was due to enter 
hospital I did my normal day’s 
work. It came to the evening surg- 
ery. Little did I think that was to be 
the last surgery I would ever take. 


Not much hope 

After the patients were all gone 
I took down a book and proceeded 
to read up all I could find about 
tumours of the brain. Out of every 
hundred that were operated on, 
eight survived. I wondered if I 
would be one of the eight. I remem- 
ber kneeling down and asking God 
to give me courage to face whatever 
the future might hold. Next day I 
went into hospital. Deep down with- 
in me I had a very strong conviction 
that nothing could happen to me 
beyond what I could bear. God 
would give me the strength to en- 
dure. 

Next day I climbed on to a trolley 
about ten o’clock and was pushed 
out into the corridor. I did not have 
any feeling of panic or apprehen- 
sion. I sang the twenty-third psalm 
over and over to myself to that 
haunting tune of Crimond, which I 
had been brought up to know in 
Scotland. “The Lord is my Shep- 
herd.” 

I do not want to convey the idea 
that the Christian faith is only a 
soporific against fear, but I am sure 
that God stands by our human frail- 
ty in its need. He will keep His side 
of the bargin as we, feebly, falter- 
ingly try to keep ours, and so I 
climbed on to the operating table. 

My eyes were covered with a 
sheet. An instrument for recording 
my blood pressure was put on my 
leg. A tinkle of instruments and the 
operation had begun. I asked the 


9 


surgeon what my sensations were 
likely to be at each successive step. 
Never as long as I live will I lose 
the memory of that circular saw 
which cut the actual bone. It must 
be remembered that bone is one of 
Nature’s sound conductors and the 
noise was simply appalling. It was 
as though all the tramcars in crea- 
tion were magnified a thousandfold 
and were clattering past within an 
inch of my ear. 

Luckily the brain was painless, 
absolutely painless. But I knew that 
if the surgeon did not go dead 
straight, well, that was just too bad. 
I hummed Crimond silently to my- 
self. “The Lord is my Shepherd, I 
shall not want.” 


The Verdict 

By the time I climbed into my 
bed again I knew I had no cerebral 
tumour. A few days later I was told 
definitely that I was suffering from 
Disseminated Sclerosis. 

During the past years I had had a 
considerable number of patients 
who suffered from this disease. In 
many respects it is like the tide on 
the seashore; its progress is hardly 
perceptible, sometimes, indeed, it 
seems to retreat and the individual 
to have a remission of his symptoms, 
but generally it is steadily progres- 
sive—a form of gradually progres- 
sive paralysis. Neither the cause—- 
nor, even more unfortunately, the 
cure—is at present known. It may 
last twenty years; on the other hand 
it may run its course in two or 
three years. An average of its dura- 
tion would be eight to ten years 
and almost any part may be affect- 
ed. This, then, was the future I had 
to contemplate as I lay and recover- 
ed from the operation. 

How does being a Christian affect 
it? When I had this illness first I 
panicked badly. I, so to speak, bat- 
tered at the gates of Heaven de- 
manding to be made well. I just 
couldn’t believe it. Any kind of 
healing—medical healing or spiritu- 
al healing—I didn’t care so long as 
I was cured. Then the first panic 
began to subside. I no longer lay 
awake at night sweating with ap- 
prehension. Gradually it dawned on 

(Continued on page 13) 
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THE LUTHER LEAGUE 


The only thing that. softened the 
picture a bit as Sam Warner, with tan- 
ned, tough hide and tall, muscular 
frame, leaned heavily on the rail fence 
that separated him from his cornfield, 
was the stray, boyish wisp of hair that 
covered the troubled lines in his fore- 
head. Despite his youthful years, and 
the youthful hour of the late-summer 
day, he felt that he and his cornfield 
had suddenly grown old together. With- 
out his usual sprightliness, he labori- 
ously climbed over the fence and jerk- 
ed an apparition of an ear of corn frona 
the stock and examined the cooked, 
undeveloped grains. The husk crum- 
bled dry in his hand. “Drought!” came 
the guttural sound from deep inside 
Sam. 


Turning his back to the parched 
cornfield, Sam surveyed the landscape 
with an expression of mixed emotions. 
There before him was the once-green 
pasture—now seared brown—while his 
small herd stood bunched together in 
whatever shade they could find. The 
pond, once sparkling with cooling 
water, was now a dry cavern in the 
dry earth. On the hill beyond was the 
house where he was born, and it was 
there that he and his sister Nettie now 
lived together. Straight ahead, lifting 
its spire high above the trees, like a 
finger of Truth pointing skyward, was 
the little country chapel where, from 
babyhood, Sam had attended Sunday 
school and church. It was there that he 
had vowed to study for the ministry. 
And it was there that he had first met 
Arlene. The road beyond the house 
winding over the hill in the distance 
led to the little town of Sturgess where 
Arlene now lived. How many times 
during the past year had he dared hope 
that before Jong they could be sharing 
together some little parsonage home. 


But now, Sam was almost without 
hope, so far as both his dreams were 
concerned. The drought had dione its 
worst. There would be no money for 
seminary training the coming year, as 
he had planned. He was glad for one 
thing: Arlene was spending the summer 
in Canada. He hoped she would not let 
the knowledge of the drought in the 
States spoil her vacation. She couldn’t 
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help anyway—getting out of this fi- 
nancial predicament was a man’s job! 


Sam leaned heavily against the fence. 
Albsently, he took from his breast pock- 
et a small Testament. His eyes fell up- 
on Luke 5:5: “ “Master, we have toiled 
all the nighi, and have taken nothing—’ 
I know exactly how Simon felt,” he 
tnought. Again looking at his withered 
cornfield, and without finishing the 
verse, he re-pocketed the Testament. 


A few minutes later Sam walked 
slowly up the path to the front porch 
of the house and dropped down loose- 
ly on the top step. He gave no sign if 
he was aware of Nettie swaying gently 
to and fro in the old porch rocker, one 
hand busy with a palmleaf fan. After 
a few minutes, Nettie broke the silence: 


“Want a cool drink of buttermilk, 
Sam?” 


“No thanks.” 
“Another hot day.” 
“Yep.” 

“Still no sign of rain.” 
“Nope.” 


After what seemed a long pause: 
“What is it, Sam; the drought?” 


“What else?” 
“How bad, Sam—to now?” 


“We'll soon need feed—to save the 
herd.” 


Tien =~ 


“There’s the new calf—got to sell it— 
tomorrow.” 


Next morning as the sun, like a ball 
of fire, appeared above the horizon, 
Sam joined his sister in the kitchen. 

“Sit, Sam,” 


said Nettie, placing a 


platter on the table. “Pancakes. The 


hens aren’t laying so well.” 


“No pancakes, Net—just a cup of 
coffee.” 


A short while later, as Sam drove 
along the road with his calf, he auto- 
matically turned his head and looked 
across the valley at the church spire 


Homer Larsen, Edit 
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rising high above the common 


when “he had needed strength 4a 
courage. Today, as often through { 
years, Sam and the church spire 
something in common: both were rea¢ 
ing skyward—Sam, in prayer for | 
vine direction. Automatically, his 
went back to Luke 5:5, where yes 
day he had left off: “‘Neverthele 
with Simon he pledged, “‘at thy wd 
I will let down the net’.” | 


As Sam meditated, his spirits lif 
Things, he began to see, could be mt 
worse. After all, he did have the ca 
all paid for. He had fed it and 
happily watched it gain at least o 
hundred-fifty pounds. Getting his cé 
cut of it—maybe more—would b 
feed for the herd for awhile—until 
could find, a better solution. 


When Sam arrived at the market 
found that his was not the only cow k 
ing auctioned off: the drought w 
pressing other ranchers, as well. Soor 
than Sam had expected, it was his oy 
calf on the block. It was with a bit 
inner pride that he felt the eyes of t 
crowd upon the sleek beauty of ] 
animal. Then—the auctioneer’s gay 
fell. It had been sold for only Twent 
one dollars and fifty cents! Despite, a 
in addition to, the food and care, he h 
lost eleven dollars and fifty cents 
the original cost! The tough, tann 
skin of Sam Warner turned alm 
white. 


Sam absently pocketed his mon 
and, in a daze, left his truck standi 
and wandered for a while up and doy 
the streets of Sturgess, trying to thir 
Something must be done, and quic 
He passed people he knew, and rece 
nized none of them. 


In his misery, from boyhood hal 
Sam raised his downcast eyes a 
looked in the direction of the chur 
spire. And, from long practice, he - 
called words of Scripture to fit — 
present need: “ ‘Nevertheless,’ 
prayed, “‘Not what I will, but wi 
thou wilt.’ Lord, about me becom: 
a minister—maybe—” 


Suddenly he was brought to a h 
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n, turning a corner, he almost col- 
' with a young woman. She was 
11, dainty, blond and attractive; but, 
am, she was only an obstacle in his 


orning, Sam.” 


#2? I thought you were away for the 
hmer.”’ 


| ood—why, Arlene! Why are you 
I changed my mind.” 


iThe drought?” 
IIT thought I might be needed.” 


‘Arlene, I’m sorry you came—now. 
lu see, I'm working on a problem—” 
Iwo heads are better than one.” 

| 
‘This is no problem for a woman. 
ppose we cross the street to the 


Wk bench.” 


Il have a better idea, Sam. It is cool- 
lin our garden, and cold lemonade, 
rides.” 


inutes later in the Clayton garden 
m was cheerfully passing his glass 
the third refill. 


INow, Sam, the drought.” Arlene 
idenly became serious. “We aren’t 
eed, you know. And let’s not hedge. 
smiled encouragingly. 


“We could be lcked, Arlene: crops 
ned up; no feed; water scarce. Sell 
r cattle, and lose money. What to 
” That’s the problem!” 


‘“Nonsense!”’ said Arlene. “We surely 
en’t forgotten Proverbs 3:6—don’t 
su remember? The old standby.” 


“Sure, Arlene: “‘Acknowledge him 
pd he shall direct thy paths. He 
ays has, of course, even when we 
ldn’t see it at the time.” 


“I hear,’ Arlene shifted the subject, 
mat the customers in these parts are 
_jecting to the price of meat.” 


“True. Neither the consumer nor the 
mcher gets fair prices: the producer 
.s to under-sell, and the consumer 
.s to over-pay. Even if the ‘situation 
temporary, the outlook is serious.” 
im fell into deep thought. 


“Too bad.” Arlene glanced sidewise 
Sam’s puckered brow. She wondered 
he were hearing. “If those cows were 
ickens, or eggs, now, they could be 

ld directly to the consumer, and for 

33, The consumer would be grateful, 


” 


D. 


Suddenly Sam aroused, as though 
ym a dream. He jumped to his feet. 
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“T just got an idea!” he exploded. “It 
may be a direct answer to prayer! 
Thanks for the lemonade. See you later, 
Arlene.” 


As soon as any man could get to his 
truck and drive home, Sam did it. 
Again Nettie sat in the old porch 
rocker, fortified with palmleaf fan on 
one side, and a pitcher of lemonade on 
the other. Sam didn’t slump on the top 
step this time. He didn’t slump on any 
step. Instead, he stood before Nettie, 
teetering first on one foot, then on the 
other, like an impatient school-boy. 


“Met Arlene! She’s home. Listen, 
Nettie. I have it—the solution to our 


problem. Got the idea while talking to 
Arlene—” 


“Arlene is a good girl—and smart! 
Thank goodness she’s home!” Nettie’s 
smile had a certain feminine, insight 
quality. 


“Yeah. But listen, Net—I’ve found the 
sclution. From rancher to customer-— 
that’s the answer—just like selling 
chickens, and eggs. And the customers 
will be glad, too, because they will pay 
less for beef!” 


“Sam Warner, what are you talking 
about? I don’t claim to know much 
about farm business, but do begin at 
the beginning, and Ill try to under- 
stand,” Nettie said in her best senior 
tone. 


“Sure, Nettie. Sorry. ’m a little ex- 
cited, because I think my solution is 
sure-fire! And it is the only way I can 
get my money out of my herd. Maybe 
ministerial school will work out in 
time, after all! Arlene was right about 
one thing—Proverbs 3:6, you know. 
And here is where you come in, Net. 
You have a little cash.in the bank. Well 
poool our resources, rent a small shop 
in (Sturgess, butcher my cows and sell 
them direct to the consumer—at a price 
they can afford to pay. That will help 
everybody!” 


Nettie wielded her palmieaf fan vig- 
orously. “Well,” she said, finally, “it 
took a good brain to think up that 
plan! When did you say Arlene got 
back?” 


“T didn’t say,’ Sam brushed off the 
interruption. “This is the only way out, 
Net.” 


One week later the Warner market 
had a customer— petite, blond and at- 
tractive. It was the noon hour and the 
market was free of other customers. 


“The top of the day to you, Mr. 
Warner. Do you have a first-class broil- 


i 


ing steak for me? I’m having a very 
special dinner-guest this evening: Mr. 
Sammuel Warner.” 


“Sam will be there, Miss Clayton, 
and he'll furnish—and deliver—the 
steak!” 


“Fine, Sam! How is business?” 


“Couldn’t be better. The first day my 
take was two-hundred and seventy-one 
dollars. And my customers seem mighty 
pleased with the price of beef. It was 
the solution.” 


“Tm sure it was, Sam. I would have 
done the same thing myself!” 


“There is one little hitch, though, Ar- 
lene. Where do I go from here? I 
haven’t many more cattle to butcher. 
To save the farm, and go to school, too, 
T’li have to keep earning. I still have to 
figure that out.” 


Ignoring Sam’s latest question, Ar- 
lene casually dropped a penny into the 
slot of the weight scales. With her back 
still to Sam, she observed: 


“Tm sorry for all those other ranch- 
ers. Now, if they could all do what 
you've done: get a fair price for their 
cows, and keep on helping the con- 
Sumers—but so many meat-markets 
wouldn’t be feasible. Now would they, 
Sam?” 


Sam suddenly leaned ‘over the 
counter and stared a full fifteen 
seconds at Arlene, silently. Finally, he 
spoke, deliberately: 


“You little—sheck absorber—do you 
know—you have given me—a valuable 
—idea? You do know it—have all the 
time! Of course you already know 
there won’t need too be more than one 
meat-market. You also know I'll buy up 
all the cows the ranchers want to sell. 
My money problems are solved, Arlene, 
thanks to you—and to Proverbs 3:6— 
and you know that, too!” 


“T wouldn’t put it just that way, Sam. 
13 


Sam walked around to the customer’s 
side of the counter. “Arlene,” he said, 
“T have another dream for both of us. 
And I know now it will come true.” 
Sam took Arlene by the hand and led 
her to an open window where he 
pointed toward the East. 


“See, Arlene—the church spire! It’s 
telling us that ‘all things work to- 
gether for good to them that love God,’ 


“Yes, Sam,” Arlene interrupted, 
whole-heartedly, “‘to them that love 
God—and trust him!” 


12 
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BY THE FIRESIDE 


SUNSET HOUR 


The tired winds are hushed to rest, 
The shadows deeper grow, 

The evening star shines dimly 

Like a taper burning low. 

The flames of evening’s altar fires 
Light all the Western sky, 

And God’s sweet peace broods over all 
As sunset hour draws nigh. 


The herd bell tinkles down the lane, 

The puppies nod in sleep, 

Amid the meadow /buttercups 

White mists, soft-footed, creep; 

The wood thrush chants his vesper 
hymn, 


The swallows homeward fly, 

And God’s sweet peace fills all the 
earth 

As sunset hour draws nigh. 


When cold and gray my sunset clouds 
Hang like a darksome pall, 
And round me, o’er me, everywhere, 
The lengthening shadows fall, 
Shine then, O heavenly altar fires, 
Light all my evening sky, 
And let Gods peace brood o’er me 
when 

My sunset hour draws nigh. 

—Pearl McCain Allen 


HOW GOD SEEKS MAN 

The first thing that happened after 
the news of the fall of man reached 
heaven was that God came straight 
down to seek out the lost one. As He 
walked through the garden in the cool 
of the day, He might have been heard 
calling, “Adam! Adam! Where art 
thou?” It was the voice of grace, of 
mercy, and of love. Adam ought to 
have taken the seeker’s place, for he 
was the transgressor. He had fallen, 
and he ought to have gone up and 
down Eden crying, “My God! My God! 
Where art Thou?” But God left heaven 
to seek through the dark world for the 
rebel who had fallen—not to hurl him 
from the face of the earth, but to plan 
for him a way of escape from the mis- 

ery of his sin. And He found him. 
—D. L. Moody. 


THE WOUNDS OF JESUS 
His Hands were pierced, the Hands that 
made 
The mountain range and everglade; 
That washed the stains of sin away 
And changed earth’s darkness intoday. 
His Feet were pierced, the Feet that 
trod 
The farthest shining star of God; 
And left their imprint deep and clear 
On every winding pathway here. 
His Heart was pierced, the Heart that 
burned 
To comfort every heart that yearned! 
And from it came a cleansing flood, 
The river of redeeming Blood. 
His Hands and Feet and Heart, all 
three 
Were pierced for me on Calvary, 
And here and now, to Him I bring 
My hands, feet, heart, an offering. 
—Cecil J. Allen 


KEEP ON THE ROAD 


A young man just starting out upon 
his work in the ministry was one day 
talking to an aged minister in London 
who had spent a lifetime in the service. 
The young man said: 


“You have had a great deal of ex- 
perience; you know many things that 
I ought to learn. Can’t you give me 
some advice to carry with me in my 
new duties?” 


“Yes, I can,’ was the response. “I 
will give you a piece of advice. You 
know that in every town in England, 
no matter how small, in every village 
or hamlet, though it be hidden in the 
folds of the mountain or wrapped 
round by the far-off ‘sea, in every 
clump of farmhouses, you can find a 
road which; if you follow it, will take 
you to London. 


“Just so, every text which you choose 
to preach from in the Bilble will have a 
road that leads to Jesus.. Be sure you 
find that road, and follow it; be care- 
ful not to miss it once. This is my ad- 
vice to you.” 


The old minister’s advice should be 
followed by everyone who, in any ca- 
pacity, presumes to be a teacher of di- 
vine truth. 


—Selected. 


LOVES AIM 


Love ever gives, 

Forgives, outlives, 

And ever stands with open hands, 
And while it lives it gives. 

For this is Love’s prerogative 

To give—and give—and give, 


July 18, 1 


“PASS THE WORD ALONG” | 


During the American Civil War} 
horseman found himself confronted | 
a sentry guard who pointed his gun| 
him and said: “Halt! Who goes thers 


“A friend,” he replied. 
“Approach and give the passwor| 


“Lincoln,” confidently said the hor, 
man. 


The sentry said slowly: “It is 
wrong password, and if I did not kné 
you, your life would pay the penal} 
At the risk of my own life, I spa 
yours. Go back and get the right wore 


The horseman thanked the soldi 
and rode off, returning later with t 
right word, “Massachusetts.” 


“Pass on! All’s well,” was the rep. 


“TI cannot pass on,” said the ride 
“until I have given you a message. . 
the risk of your life you spared mir 


Have you the right password f 
heaven?” 


“Yes, sir, I have.” 

“What is it?” 

“Jesus Christ, Sir.’ 

“Where did you learn that?” 

“In your Sunday school in Pennsy 


vania sir.” 
—Edmonton Broadcaste 


THE CHOICE OF LOVE 


“Love seeketh not her own,” and so 

He did not stay as God above, 

But chose a manager and a cross 

To show that He was Love. 
—Marion Wilmshu 


THERE’S A LIMIT 


A new patron of the Cincinnati pu 
lic library was astounded at the ve 
supply of freely lent material, He sto: 
in the record department, gazing 
round and gripping his ecard. 


“You mean,” said he, “with this ca 
I can take out any record I want?” 


Assured of this, he went on, “Anc 
can take out any color film you have 


Another assurance didn’t stop t 
dazzled patron, who persisted, “W: 
this card, can I take out any librarian 

Here the woman at the record de 
sweetly informed him, “The libraria 
sir, are for reference only.” 

—Cincinnati Enquir 


W I FOUND A NEW LIFE 
(Continued from page 9) 
that it wasn’t such an unmitigat- 
Hisaster. After all my life was in 
’s hands and it wasn’t just a 
Lew puzzle of chance. 
ere is another thing, too. I have 
a different idea of God from 
fat I had before. Everyone who is 
n north of the Tweed has heard 
5 story and not a few who come 
the south of it also. The story 
hat a Scotsman—not a particu- 


a 
» 


led rather a selfish life, died, 


in due course found himself at 


wong the goats. In his torment he 
Hed out: “Oh, Lord, let me oot. I 
Ina ken I was daen’ wrang.” 
PAnd the Lord in his infinite wis- 
replied, “Weel, ye ken noo.” 
Now that’s not just a funny story. 
presupposes a very stern God, a 
»d who secretly gloats over the 
ssdeeds of his victims; one who, 
in my childhood dream, was 
ther to be feared than loved. It 
Dk me nearly fifty years to lose 
rat idea of God. 

found a friend in Him. Some- 
.e who really understands me at 
st. A Captain worth serving. 
smeone who will be with me to 
We very end. There’s no need to 
prry about the future for, as it 
rys in the twenty-third Psalm, 
soodness and mercy shall follow 
all the days of my life.” The 
ible isn’t just a “good book” of 
eautiful thoughts and stories. It 
mtains the promises of God. The 
-eatest promise that the whole 
ible contains for me are these 
ords “I will never leave you nor 
rsake you,’ and knowing that to 
> a fact it makes my paralysis 
em a little thing and the future to 
2 radiant and bright instead of be- 
ig fearsome and dark. 

Condensed for The Span of Time 
y J. T. Bell Nicoll, published by 
folder & Stoughton. 
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THE STRUGGLING SOUL 
(Continued from page 4) 


We should ever be mindful of when God sent His Son 
from above, 

For in His great love He died also for them that accused 
Him and hatefully abused Him. 

In His anguish with the sins of the world upon Him, 

He prayed “Father, forgive them for they know not 
what they do.” 

How small, but essential, it is when we say, 
“T forgive you.” 


A great Latvian Christian said to some of us a short 
time ago, “Twenty million Communists are taking the 
world away from six hundred million Christians.” There 
are only twenty million really dedicated Communists on 
the party rolls of the Communist party, and there are 
six hundred million enrolled Christians! 

When we look at the corruption in public life—both 
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state and national—when we look at the racial and 
tional prejudice still rampant in the world, when j 
consider the very unpleasant fact that one out of evd 
twelve people in the United States is either neurotic} 
emotionally or mentally confused, it doesn’t make }} 
feel very effective as Christians, does it? If we wé 
more vital, if we were more dedicated, if we were reaj 


iotild have no appeal. Carne has no appelll : 
people who are well fed, both physically and spiritual) 
it appeals to the physically and spiritually starved. 
the Christian Church were a pillar of fire leading 
peoples of the world, instead of an ambulance co 
bringing up the rear as it so often seems to be, Co 
nism probably would never have been born. 


From THE SECRET OF EFFECTIVE PRA 
by Helen Smith Shoemaker 


(Fleming H. Revell Company) 
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S AND NOTES 
inued from page 6) 


the Sunday School in memory 
hnny Kesseler who passed away 
arch 10th. Had Johnny lived, he 
1 have been 7 years of age on the 
ation day. The beautiful altar 
and dossal curtain were made by 
Kay Schoning. 


ily it was a day of great rejoic- 
We now possess a beautiful and 
ceable church with a seating ca- 
y of 235. The basement consists 
our Sunday School classrooms, 
orium, kitchen and furnace room. 
itruction of both buildings was 
ir the capable supervision of Mr. 
Tamosch and Mr. Harry Nelson. 
4 voluntary labour was poured 
both buildings by many friends 
‘members. 


express our thanks to Almighty 
and to all who have made possi- 
ur new church. To the Home 
fion of the UELC and its Board, to 
any friends, both known and un- 
n, who have assisted in the erec- 
of our serviceable church, “A 
y and warm thank you!” 


litors Note: The Red Deer church 
home mission congregation. It 
organized in 1952. It had 115 bap- 
members in the 1954 yearbook, 
it no doubt has about 200 now. 
church was built by aid and loan 
the church extension fund. The 
Gerhard Nygaard is pastor of the 
“ch. 


ine, Wis. Chaplain Robert G. 
son was ordained July 10, at Our 
tor’s Church at Racine, Wis. Pres- 
it Hans C. Jersild officiated. The 
. L. M. Andersen is pastor of Our 
jor’s Church, the home church of 
rplain Nelson. 


r. F. Melius Christiansen died at 

tthfield, Minn., June Ist. He is well 

wn in many church circles in A- 

‘ica. He started the well known St. 

£ Choir, and he has written and 

posed much music that we use to- 
in our churches. 


r. Paul C. Nyholm is expected to 
suest professor at Wartburg Theo- 
cal Seminary, Dubuque, Iowa, the 
ing school year. 


astor and Mrs. C. A. Vammen of 
<s, Oklahoma, attended National 
‘owship of Indian Workers July 7- 
at Estes Park, Colo. The theme 
, Dare to Venture—the Christian 
llenge. 
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Pastor Lloyd Neve’s Visit to the 
Northwest. Revised Itinerary 
July 

18 Dane Valley, Froid, Mont. 

19 ‘Swan River, Man. 

20, Redvers, Sask. 

21 Bowbells, N.D. 

22 Flaxton, N.D. 

24 Sunday, Kenmare, N. Dak., 
Nazareth a.m., Trinity aft- 
ternoon, Zion evening 

25 Luverne, N.D. 


Olivet Lutheran Church, Inglewood, 
Los Angeles, Calif., which moved into 
a new church and parish house in 
March, after it had sold its old church, 
is beginning to make an impression 
in the new section where it is locat- 
ed. Thirty-three new members joined 
on Easter Sunday. Some 60 joined 
July 10, and two adult confirmation 
classes are at present studying for 
membership. 


A Second “All Lutheran Free Con- 
ference” will be held Nov. 10-11 at 
Chicago, Ill. The first conference of 
this nature was held last November 
at Minneapolis. The purpose of this 
conference is to provide a greater Op- 
portunity for better acquaintanceship 
among Lutheran pastors and laymen, 
and give them a chance to study doc- 
trine and practice. 


Chicago, Ill. Pastor Emil Pedersen 
of Calgary, Allberta, Canada, has ac- 
cepted a call extended to him from 
Atonement Lutheran Church. 


Impressions and Thoughts 
Of My First Convention 


From the first apprehensive mo- 
ment when I registered as our only 
delegate, a complete stranger so far 
from home, the Convention unfolded 
before me like the pages of a wonder- 
ful book, 


IT would like to divide my comments 
into three parts—first, St. Paul’s—the 
striking beauty of the interior of the 
church—the personal interest that the 
members take in the welfare of their 
church—the spirit of cooperation and 
the wonderful planning for our com- 
fort and convenience. 


Second, the Convention itself—the 
almost holiday atmosphere coupled 
with the very serious consideration of 
the business at hand—the wonderful 
Christian fellowship—the willingness 
of all to do the jobs assigned to them 
—the smooth way in which the Con- 
vention was handled ‘by the able chair- 
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man—the inspiring and revealing mes- 
sages by the various pastors and 
speakers. 

Third, what the Convention did for 
me—brought me into contact with 
wonderful people—gave me new in- 
sight and knowledge of the work and 
business of the church—renewed and 
deepened my Christian faith, and gave 
me the opportunity of having an ex- 
perience I will never forget.—Virginia 
Michaelson. 


BOOK REVIEW 


“Home Again” by James Edmiston. 
On the jacket of this book we read, 
“The stirring biography of a Japa- 
nese-American family—and a Japa- 
nese people—whose bitter struggle 
ended in a victory for democracy.” 
That is truly what this book is. The 
author is tre son of a man who headed 
the War Relocation Authority in the 
San Jose area, and the material around 
which this story has been written is 
all authentic. The characters are all 
real people, and every incident is told 
exactly as it happened. 


All those who are at all interested 
in the Nisei mission should read this 
book. And if you are not interested, 
the reading will make you so. We feel 
that it speaks very loudly for the need 
of our work among the Japanese. 


The exile was not what was the 
worst in their experience. They say, 
“War is war’; but it was what hap- 
pened after the Nisei were permitted 
to return to their homes, the harm 
that was done at that time is what will 
take years to heal. 


The Christian faith speaks loudly of 
leve and tolerance. Read the book and 
see what these people met on their re- 
turn. 


Midori, the daughter of the family, 
is the central character in the book. 
She is American born. In the follow- 
ing words she sums up the \bewildered 
thoughts of many, many like her. 


She was asked by her boss at the 
War Relocation office, where she was 
working: “Are you a Christian or a 
Buddhist?” and this was her answer: 
“Once I was an American girl. When 
the war came, they kept telling me I 
was different, and inferior, and Japa- 
nese. Maybe they convinced me, be- 
cause they have made me doubt if I 
am an American. They made me doubt 
if I am a human being, a Christian 
girl; they keep me doubting.” We have 
heard people talk very much like that. 

This book is a challenge to our 
church. Read it and take up the chal- 
lenge. It is God’s work.—Sigrid Bach. 


PAUL HUTCHENS’ Original, Adventurous 


SuGAR CREEK 


SERIES 
Top Favorite 
Stories for 


Plastic-Gloss Covers 


Boys and Girls of 8 to 14 years — 1.00 each 


THE SUGAR CREEK GANG 


In this big No. 1 book the Gang is in- 
troduced in the most exciting week. to date, 
in their lives — “Bill” Collins, “Dragon- 
fly” Gilbert, “Little Jim” Foote, “Poetry” 
Thompson, “Circus” Brown, and “Big Jim” 
who usually calls the meetings. 


WE KILLED A BEAR 


Little Jim Foote proves to be the real 
hero in this surprise adventure and tree-top 
rescue of Tom Till. 


FURTHER ADVENTURES 
OF THE SUGAR CREEK GANG 
The Gang find themselves in the middle 


of a cold blizzard, in an unheated cabin, 
and no matches for a fire! 


S 


THE SUGAR CREEK GANG 

GOES CAMPING 

An adventure-packed trip to the great 
North Woods where they meet real In- 
dians, help save a life and give a true wit- 
ness. 


THE SUGAR CREEK GANG 
IN CHICAGO 


The whole Gang fiies to Chicago and 
come back with a lot to always remember. 


THE SUGAR CREEK GANG 


IN SCHOOL 
Back at school there’s a real Mary’s 
lamb — and a night in a mysterious cave. 


MYSTERY AT SUGAR CREEK 

The Gang spends all night in the woods 
and find a fugitive in Old Man Padler’s 
cabin, 


THE SUGAR CREEK 
GANG FLIES TO CUBA 
The Gang flies again — 

this time to get lost in 

strange, colorful Havana! 


ONE STORMY DAY 
AT SUGAR CREEK 


Everything went wrong 
that day until a jolly sleigh 
ride turned things “right 
side up.” 


A NEW SUGAR 
CREEK MYSTERY 


Deep dark woods, wind- 
ing trails, the bridge, a se- 
cret cave! Then plenty hap- 
pened ! 


SHENANIGANS AT 
SUGAR CREEK 


The Hoosier School Mas- 
ter starts lots of exciting 
trouble on a memorable 
snowy weekend. 


Postage on the above books—5 cents per book 


Lutheran Publishing House 


200 S. Fifth Street 


Blair, Nebraska 


There 
ls A 
lad 
Here 


By Sedoris N. McCartney 


TRUE LIFE STORIES FRO! 
YOUTH COUNSELING 


In the midst of all types ¢ 
juvenile delinquency, M« 
Cartney as a youth worke 
has seen “his” boys sometime 
fail and sometimes succee 
But, he writes in the Prologu 
to THERE IS A LAD HERE 
‘T believe that all boys havé 
ideals too; that boy’s heart 
are reaching up...The si 
narratives in this book illus 
trate what I believe. They 
are evidence of idealism eve? 
in the most unlikely boys anc 
evidence that it will respond 
to the friendly interest o 
adults.” 

THERE IS A LAD HERE 
will strike deep in the hearts 
of other youth leaders, dis- 
couraged adults, and _ fhe 
young readers themselves. 

If every pastor, every par- 
ent, every ‘Sunday Schoo 
teacher, and Luther League 
advisor, or anyone whose. lifé 
touches the growing boy 
would read this book he 
would feel he had learnec 
something worthwhile in _ the 
approach to a ‘boy’s heart. 


$2.50 


(Postage 12c) 


Lutheran Publishing House 
200 S. Fifth Street 
Blair, Nebraska 


Please send me the following: 
Sugar Creek Gang 

—All] eleven titles 

-—List of titles desired attached 
—There Is A Lad Here 

I enclose §$—— C.O.D.— Charge— 
Name 
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